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lives, besides whole towns, dorpes, and hospitals, full of maimed soldiers. 
There were engines, fire-woiks, and whatsoever the devil could invent to 
do mischief, with 2,500,000 iron bullets, shot of 40 pounds weight, thrue or 
four millions of gold consumed. 

Who (saith mine author) can be sufficiently amazed at their Jlinly hearts, ob- 
stinacy, fury, blindness ; who, without any likelyhood of good suicess. hazard 
pour soldiers, and lead them without pity to the slaughter, which may justly be 
called the rage of furious beasts, that run without reason upon their own 
deaths? Quis malus genius, qua, Fuiia,qiUB pestis, fyc, what plague, what 
fury, brought so devilish, so brutish a thing as war first into men's minds'? 
Who made so soft and peaceable a creature, born to love, mercy, meekness, 
so to rave, rage like beasts, and run on to their own destruction 1 How 
may nature expostulate with mankind : Ego te divinum animalfinxi, fyc. — I 
made thee an harmless, quite a divine creature ! How may God expostu- 
late, and all good men ! yet,horum facta (as one condoles), tanlum admiran- 
tur, et heroum numero habent: these are the brave spirits, the gallants of the 
world; these admired alone, triumph alone, have statues, crowns, pyra- 
mids, obelisks, to their eternal fame; that immortal genius attends on them ; 
hac itur ad aslra. 

When Rhodes was besieged, fossa urbis cadaveribus repleta sunt — the 
ditches were full of dead carcases ; and (as when the said Solyman, great 
Turk, beleagured Vienna) they lay level with the topof the walls. This they 
make a sport of, and will do it to their friends and confederates, against 
oaths, vows, promises, by treachery or otherwise — 

" Dolus an virtus, quis in hoste requirat ? " 

leagues and laws of arms (silent leges inter arma : for their advantage, omnia 
jura, divina, humana, proculeata plerumque sunt), God's and men's laws are 
trampled under foot ; the sword alone determines all ; to satisfy their lust 
and spleen, they care not what they attempt, say, or do : 

" Rara fides, probitasque, viris qui castra sequntur." 



Nothing so common as to have father fight against the son, brother against 
brother, kinsman against kinsman, kingdom aguinst kingdom, province against 
province, Christians against Christians, — a quibus nee unquam cogitatione 
fuerunt l<esi: of whom they never had offence in thought, word, or deed. 



SKETCHES OF ACTUAL WAR. 

He slayeth, he wasteth, he spouteth his fires 

On babes at the bosom, and bed-ridden sires ; 

He bursteth pale eities through smoke and through yell, 

And bringeth behind him, hot-blooded, his hell. — Legh Hunt. 

Long ere the hour of the sun's decline, it grew as dark as midnight. 
About ten o'clock the terrific shelling commenced, every whistling shell 
bearing on its lighted wings messengers of death and desolation. I never 
saw these implements of destruction so accurately ihrown — some of them 
scarcely five inches above the walls of the fort. In five minutes the screams 
of the women in the fort were dreadiul. In places so confined, where num- 
berless houses were crowded together, every shell must have found its way 
to some poor wretch's dwelling, and perhaps torn from mothers' bosoms 
their clinging babi j s. No person can estimate the dreadful T3arnage com- 
mitted by shells, but those whose fale it has been to witness the effects of 
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these messengers of death. On this occasion our shells were very numer- 
ous, and of enormous size, many of them thirteen inches and a half in 
calibre. The system of shelling had been so improved, in the twelve 
years which had elapsed since the siege of Bhurtpore, that, instead of about 
one shell in about five minutes from a single battery, it was by no means 
extraordinary lo see twenty in one minute, from the numerous batteries 
which were brought to bear on this place. It was, at times, truly awful, 
to see ten of these soaring in the air logether, seemingly riding on the mid- 
night breeze, and disturbing the slumbeiing clouds or. their pillows of rest ; 
all transporting to a destined spot the implements of havoc and desolation 
contained within their iron sides. The moon hid herself, in seeming pen- 
siveness, behind a dense black cloud, as though reluctant to look on such a 
scene in ils garb of blackest woe. Some carcaroes were also thrown. These, 
when in the air, are not unlike a fiery man soaring above. They are sent 
to burn houses, or blow up magazines. Far and wide they stretch forth 
their claws of death ; and well might the poor natives call them devils of 
the night, or fiends of the clouds. To complete this dreadful scene, the 
roaring Congreves ran along the bastion's top, breaking legs and arms, with 
their shaking tails. Nothing could be more grand to the eye, or more affect- 
ing to the heart, than this horrid spectacle. Still the superstitious foe were 
stimulated by some hoary priest with hopes of victory, while they imbrued 
their hands in the blood of their children, their patents, and their friends. 
Our shells found their way to their very cells, tearing babes from their 
mother's bosoms, and dealing death and destruction around. ! what 
must be the anguish of a fond rrofher, to see nothing but the head of her 
fondling hanging to her bosom ! I will relate one melancholy case of this 
kind, out of numbers that came within my observation, and actually hap- 
pened at this place : 

" A female was lying on a bed of green silk ; under her head was a pillow 
of the same material ; her right arm had, no doubt, cradled her babe, and 
her left was extended, as though for the purpose of keeping her child close 
to her. A large shell had perforated the tiled roof, and having made its 
way through three floors, had gone through the foot of the bed, and pene- 
trated some depth into the fourth floor. A piece of this shell had gone 
through the woman's forehead, carrying away a great part of her head, 
so that her death, according to the opinion of a medical man who saw her, 
must have been instantaneous. The lower part of the child's body, from 
the hips downwards, was entirely gone ; but, strange to say, its mother's 
nipple still hung in the left corner of its mouth, and its little right hand still 
held by its mother's clothes, which, probably, it had grasped at the first 
noise of the shell. We understood that this woman was the wife of a most 
respectable officer in the fort, who had met his death some hours before 
her, and was, therefore, in pity spared the afflicting sight. Such, reader, 
are the scenes of war. Such are the scenes which soldiers in the course of 
service are called upon to witness. The poor woman and her babe were 
committed to the grave ; probably the first of her generation that ever re- 
turned to the earth as her last home, for she was a Hindoo woman. 

Near a small village, a beautiful young woman, about sixteen, had been 
seen, and ultimately seized. Her husband, to whom she had been, wedded 
only about three months, was one of those who were killed when the mag- 
azine blew up. From that period, nothing could soothe her, or appease her 
grief; no power could restrain her ; and at last she escaped into an adjoin- 
ing wood or rumna. When I saw her, she was running wildly ; but at 
times she would pause, hold up her finger, and tell you to listen, when she 
would exclaim, with the most heart-rending shriek, — 'That was he ! 
It was he that did speak ! — Yet now he is gone ! ' Then the poor bewil- 
dered maniac would tear her coal-black hair, which was hanging in ring- 
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lets down her back and bosom, and at length sink exhausted to the ground. 
She was taken to the camp, and commuted to the care of some of her rela- 
tions, who had been taken prisoners. 

How it was possible that a single individual could have escaped such a 
bombardment was to us a mystery ; for large houses were literally torn up 
by the roots. They had thrown a great number of their dead into a well, 
and many lay in the ditch, a melancholy and revolting sight, for the sun 
had swollen them to an enormous size. 

It seems that the moment any of their children were killed, in houses 
remote from the well, they were thrown into the street. I counted five 
limbless babes in one street." — Military Career of John Shipp. 

Battle of Goojerat. — 'Long will the Sikhs,' says the journal of a Subaltern 
in the war of the Punjaub, 'have cause to remember the battle of Goojerat. 
The whole line of their flight was strewed with dead. We advanced into 
their camp over heaps of dead and dying. It wanted nothing more to show 
the gallant stand they had made. Everything was in contusion; tumbrils 
overturned, guns dismounted, wagons with their wheels off, oxen and camels 
rushing about, wounded horses plunging in their agony: beds, blankets, boxes, 
ammunition,strewed about the ground in a perfect chaos ; the wounded lying 
there groaning, some begging to be despatched, others praying for mercy, 
and some, with scowling looks of impotent rage, striving to cut down those 
who came near them, and thereby insuring their own destruction; for but 
little quarter, I am ashamed to say, was given, and even those we managed 
to save from the vengeance of our men, were, I fear, killed afterwards. But, 
alter all, it is a war of extermination. The most heart-rending sight of the 
day was one I witnessed in a tent I entered. There, on the ground, bleed- 
ing to death, lay a young mother ; her leg had been carried off by a round 
shot, and the jagged stump protruded in a ghastly manner through the 
mangled flesh. She held a baby to her breast, and as she bent over it with 
maternal anxiety, all her thoughts seemed to be of her child. She appeared 
totally regardless of the agony she must have been suffering, and to think 
of nothing but the poor infant, which was drawing its nourishment from. 
her failing breast. I gave her some water, and she drank it greedily, rais- 
ing her large imploring eyes to my face, with an expression that was heart- 
rending to witness. I was obliged to leave the poor creature, and go on 
with the regiment; but the remembrance of that sight will live with me till 
my dying day.' 

Other After-Scenes of Battle. — Southey's Peninsular War is full of 
these scenes. We quote some glimpses of two or three : — 

' We have the assurance of Marshal Suchet, that the officers of his army 
made tremendous exertions to stop the carnage. But the soldieis, with 
hands already steeped in blood, would not be restrained. Within and with- 
out the town the slaughter continued with unabated ferocity. The claims 
of age and sex were disregarded. Those who sought refuge in the church- 
es were massacred, even at the altar. Beauty, helplessness, and inno- 
cence, did not save life, though they insured violation.' 

'This successful achievement was followed by the usual scenes of riot 
and excess. The men, no longer amenable to discipline, ransacked the 
houses in search of plunder. The cellars were broken open, and emptied 
of their contents: many house- were wantonly set on fire ; and the yells 
of brutal triumph, uttered by the intoxicated soldiers, weie heard in wild 
dissonance with the screams of the wounded. Thus passed the night. In 
the morning, by the exertions of the officers, discipline was partially re- 
stored. The soldiers by degrees returned to their duty, and the blind appe- 
tites of their brutal natures became again subjected to moral restraint.' 
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' As soon as the fighting (at St. Sebastian's, in Spain) began to wax faint, 
the horrors of rapine and plunder succeeded. Fortunately, there were few 
females in the place; but of the fate of the few which were there, I cannot 
even think without a shudder. The houses were everywhere ransacked, 
the furniture wantonly broken, the churches profaned, the images dashed 
to pieces; wine and spirit cellars were broken open, and the troops, heated 
already with angry passions, became absolutely mad by intoxication. All 
order and discipline were abandoned. The officers no longer had the 
slightest control over their men, who, on the contrary, controlled the offi- 
cers; nor is it by any means certain that several of the latter did not fall 
by the hands of the former, when they vainly attempted to bring them to a 
sense of submission. 

Night had now set in ; but the darkness was effectually dispelled by the 
glare of burning houses, which one after another took fire. The morr.ing of 
the 31st had risen upon St. Sebastian, as neat and regularly built a town as 
any in Spain ; long before midniaht it was one sheet of flame ; and by noon, 
on the following day, little remained of it except its smoking ashes. The 
houses being lofty, like those in the Old Town of Edinburgh, and the 
streets straight and narrow, the fire flew from one to another with extraor- 
dinary rapidity. At first, some attempts were made to extinguish it; but 
these soon proved useless, and then the only matter to be considered was 
how, personally, to escape its violence. Many a migration was accordingly 
effected from house to house, till at last houses enough to shelter all could 
no longer be found, and the streets became the place of rest to the majority. 

The spectacle which these presented was truly shocking. A strong light 
falling on them, from the burning houses, disclosed crowds of dead, dying, 
and intoxicated men, huddling indiscriminately together. Carpets, rich 
tapestry, beds, curtains, wearing apparel, and everything valuable to per- 
sons in common life, were carelessly scattered about upon the bloody pave- 
ment, whilst ever and anon fresh bundles of these were thrown from the 
windows above. Here you would see a drunken fellow whirling a string 
of watches round his head, and then dashing them against the wall; there 
another, more provident, stuffing his bosom with such smaller articles as 
he most prized. Next would come a party rolling a cask of wine, or spirits, 
with loud acclamations, which in an instant was tapped, and in an incredibly 
short space of time emptied of its contents. Then the ceaseless hum of 
conversation, the occasional laugh, and wild shout of intoxication, the pitia- 
ble cries, or deep moans of the wounded, and the unintermitted roar of the 
flames, produced altogether such a conceit as no man who listened to it can 
ever forget. 

After these various noises, the greater number began gradually to sub- 
side, as night passed on ; and long before dawn there was a fearful silence. 
Sleep had succeeded inebriety with the bulk oi the army ; of the poor 
wretches who groaned and shrieked three hours ago, many had expired ; 
and the very fire had almost consumed itself, by consuming everything 
upon which it could feed. Nothing, therefore, could now be heard, except 
an occasional faint moan, scarcely distinguishable from the heavy breath- 
ings of the sleepers, and even that was soon heard no more.' 



Favorable Indications in the Right Quarter. — In the House of Representa- 
tives there have been, within a year or little more, three votes very signifi- 
cant of progress ; — the first, on the question of referring peace petitions to a 
select committee, lost by only a single vote; the second, the rejection of 
the bi'l for creating a retired list of officers in the army and navy ; and the 
last, the reduction of the appropriations for fortifications. A practised eye 
must see a very hopeful siguificancy in such votes as these. 



